348                 RICHARD  LOVELACE

But all our clouds shall be o'erblown, when thee
In our horizon,, bright, once more we see ;
When thy dear presence shall our souls new dress,         150
And spring an universal cheerfulness;
When we shall be o'erwhelm'd in joy, like they
That change their night for a vast half-year's day.

Then shall the wretched few that do repine
See; and recant their blasphemies in wine;                   155

Then shall they grieve that thought I 've sung too free,
High and aloud; of thy true worth and thee,
And their foul heresies and lips submit
To th' all-forgiving breath of Amoret,
And me alone their anger's object call,                            160

That from my height so miserably did fall;
And cry out my invention thin and poor,
Who have said naught, since I could say no more.

ADVICE TO MY BEST BROTHER,
COLONEL FRANCIS LOVELACE

FRANK, wilt live handsomely ? trust not too far
Thyself to waving seas; for what thy star,
Calculated by sure event, must be,
Look in the glassy epithet and see.

Yet settle here your rest, and take your state,            5

And in calm halcyon's nest ev'n build your fate ;
Prithee lie down securely, Frank, and keep
With as much no noise the inconstant deep
As its inhabitants; nay, steadfast stand,
As if discover'd were a New-found-land                        10

Fit for plantation here; dream, dream still,
Lull'd in Dione's cradle, dream, until
Horror awake your sense, and you now find
Yourself a bubbled pastime for the wind,
And in loose Thetis' blankets torn and toss'd:               15

Frank, to undo thyself why art at cost?

Nor be too confident, fix'd on the shore.
For even that too borrows from the store
Of her rich neighbour, since now wisest know
(And this to Galileo's judgment owe)                            20